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Clelasd Senior gased at the trail
luster ef frista in silenee.
Through the second fleer hallway

landing, In the library beyond, the
b could see -his sieasse, and,
lying &alast it. his hockey stick.
Cleland Senior's preoccupied plance
also, at interval., reverted to these
two significant objects, Presently
be get up and walked out into the
Ut$ie library. followed in silence by
Cleland Junior.
There was a very tall clock

in tlpat room. which had been made
by one of the Willards many years
before the elder Cleland's birth:
but it ticked now as aggressively
af bumptiously as though it were
brand new.
The father wandered about for a

while, perhaps with the vague idea
of finding a match for his cigar;
the son'a clear gase followed hin
father's restless movements until
the clock struck the half hour.
"Father?"
"Yes. dear-yes, old chap?"-

with forced carelessness which de-
ceived neither.

"It's half past nine."
"All right, Jim-and time you're

ready."
"I hate to go back and leave you

air alone here!" broke out the boy
impulsively.

It was a moment of painful ten-
sien.
Cleland Senior did not reply: and

the boy, conscious of the emotion
which his voice had betrayed. and
suddenly shy about it, turned his
head and gazed out into the back
yard.

Father and son still wore mourn-
ing; the black garments made the
boy's hair and skin seem fairer
than they really were-as fair am
his dead, mother's.
When Cleland Senior concluded

thpat he was able to speak in a per-
fectly casual and steady voice, he
said:
"Have you had a pretty good

holiday. Jim?"
"Fine father!"
"T'hat's good. That's as it should

be. We've enjoyed a pretty good
time together, my son; haven't
we ?"

"Great! It was a dandy vaca-
tion!"
There came another silence. On

the boy's face lingered a slight ret-
rospective smile. as he mentally
reviewed the two weeks now end-
ing with the impending departure
'for school. Certainly he had had
a splendid time. His father had
engineered all sorts of parties and
amusements for him-schoolbqy
gatherings at the ice rink; luncfr-
eons and little dances in their own
home. to which school comrades
and children of old friends were
bidden: trips to the Bronx, to the
Aquarium, to the Natural History
Museum; wonderful evenings at
home together.
The boy had gone with his father

to see the "Wizard of Os." to see
Nazimova in "The Comet"-a doubt-
ful experiment, but in line with
theories of Cleland Senior-to see
"The Fall of Port Arthur" at the
Hippodrome; to hear Calve at the
Opera.
Together they had strolled on

Fifth Avenue, viewed the progress
of the new marble tower then be-
Ing built on Madison Square, had
lunched together at Delmonico's,
dined at Sherry's. motored through
all the parks, visited Governor's
Island and the Navy Yark-the lat-
ter rendezous somewhat empty of
Interest since thq great battle fleet
had started on its pacific voyage
around the globe.
Always they had been together

since the boy returned from Saint
James school for the Christmas
holidays; and Cleland Senior had
striven to fill every waking hour of
his son's day with something pleas-
ant to be remembered.
Always at breakfast he had read

aloud the items of interest-news
concerning President Rooevelt- I
the boy's hero-and his administra-
tion; Governor Hughes and his ad-
minstration; the cumberous coming
of Mr. Taft from distant climes;
local squabbles concerning project-
ed subways. All that an intelligent
and growing boy ought .to know
and begin to think about. Cleland
Senior read aloud at the breakfast
table--for thim reason, and also to
fill in every minute with pleasant
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ilterest last the dee-grief, now
two years oW, and yet forever
frokh, creep in between words end
threaten the silences between theb
with sudden tears.
But two years is a long' long

time in the life of the young-Hn
the life of 0 fourteen-year-old boy:
and yet, the dettste shadow of his
mother still often dimmed for him
the sunny sparkle of the winter's
holiday. It fell across his clear
young eym now. where he sat
thinking, and made them somber
and a deeper brown.
For he was going back tp board-

Ing school; and old memories were
uneasUy qatir again; and Cleland
denior saw the shadaw on the boy's
(sce: understand; but now chose to
remain silent, not intervening.
So memory gently enveloped them

both, leaving them very still to-
gether, there in the library.
For the boy's mother had been

so intimately assocIated with prep-
arations for returning to school in
those blessed days which already had
begun to seem distant and a little
unrest to Cleland Junior-so ten-
derly and vitaly a part of them--
that now, when the old gain. the
loneliness, the eternal desire for
her was again possessing father and
son In the imminence of famili-r
departure. Cleland Senior let it come
to the boy, not caring to avert it.
Thinking of the same thing, both

sat gazing into the back yard.
There was a cat on the whitewash-
ed fence. Uaissie. the laundress
probably the last of the race of
old-time family laundresses-stood
barearmed in the cold, pinning
damp clothing to the lines, her
Irish mouth full of wooden clothes-
pins, her parboiled arms steaming.
At length Cleland Senior's glance

fell again upon the tall clock. lie
swallowed nothing, stared grimly
at the painted dial where a ship
circumnavigated the sun, then
squaring his big shoulders he rose
with decision.
The boy got up too.
In the front hall they assisted

each other with overcoats; the lit-
tle. withered butler took the boy's
luggage down the brown-stone steps
to the car. A moment later father
and son were spinning along Fifth
avenue toward Forty-second street.
As usual, this ordeal of departure

forced Jhn Cleland to an unnat-
ural. off-"and gaiety at the crisis.
as though he parting amounted to
nothing.
"Going to be a good kid In school,.

Jim?" he asked, casually humorous.
The boL nodded and smiled.
"That's right. Aqd. Jim. stick to
your Algebra. no matter how you
hate it. I hated it too . . . Go-
ing to get on your class hoccey
eam?"
"I'll do my best."
"Right. Try for the ball team, too.

And, Jim?"
"Yes, father?"
"You're all right so far. You

know what's good and what's bad."
"Yes, sir."
"No matter what happens, you

can always come to me. You thor-
oughly understand that."

"Yes. father."
"You've never known what it is

to be afraid of me. have you?"
the boy smiled broadly; said no.
"Never be afraid of me, Jim.

That's one thing I couldn't stand.
I'm always here. All I'm here on
earth for is you! Ilo you really
understand me?"

"Yes, father."
Red-capped porter, father and son

halted near the crowded train gate
Inside the vast railroad station.
Cleland Senior said briskly:
"Goodibye, old chap. See you at

Easter. Good luck! Send me any-
thing you write in the way of verses
and stories."
Their clasped hands fell apart:

the boy went through the gate. fol-
lowed by his porter andiby numer-,
ous respectable and neglible trav-
eling citizens, male and femile,
bound for destinations doubtless in-
teresting to them. To John Cleland
they were merely mechanically
.moving impedimenta. which ob-
scured the retreating figure of his
only son and irritated him to that
extent. And when the schoolboy cap
of that only son disappeared, en-
gulfed in the drowd, John Cleland
went back to his car, back to his
empty, old-fashioned brownstone
house, seated himself in the library
that his wife had made lovi 'y, and
picked up the Times, which he had.not read aloud at breakfast.
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CHAPTER XXV LI1.BUT Wednesday morning's mail

brought no letter from Rob-
ert Elliot for Barbara Paige.

Cynthia knew that it would not.
Had she not disposed of an epistle
from this young man late last eve-

ning? Even an ardent lover would
not write so soon again.
She was tired after the long drive

and picnic, and did not descend to
the breakfast-room as early as was
her custom. She and her niece ap-
peared beolw-stairs at the same
time.

"I am going into the kitchen to
speak with Delia," the spinster re-

marked. "Barbara, my dear, look
over the mail and put your uncle's
letters at his place."
Barbara obeyed eagerly, then,

with a smothered sigh of disap-.
pointment, turned to say good
morning to her uncle as he entered
the room.
Whey breakfast was over, and

she had finished her usual house-
hold tasks, she slipped into her
hand-bag the letter she had written
last night, and went out to mail it.
She had meant to drop It into the
post-box at the corner, but she felt
a feverish haste to get it off, so
walked all the way down to the
post-office, where she deposited it
in the box for oput-of-town letters.
"When will something mailed now

for New York leave here?" she in-
quired of the clerk at the stamp-
window.
The man glanced 'at the clock.

"On the 11 o'clock train," he an-
swered.
She almost wished that she had

attached a special delivery stamp
to the envelope that Robert might
receive her message tonight. But
that would have been ridiculous, al-
though she was in a hurry to have
him knew the worst.
Never mind. Her note would

reacpi him in the first mail tomor-
row morning.

A lAD LECTURE.
She pictured to, herself how he

would open and read it. She was
eenscious of a pang of pity, fd& she
remembered with painful vivid-
ness now he had lookced on Saturday
evening when he told her that he
loved her.-
But a moment later she was re-

membering that he hAd not sent
her a line except a miserable post-
card, written, perhaps, on the train
on his way to town, when he had
nothing else to occupy his time. And
he had concealed from her the fact

that he had lingered at Mary Chain-
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ber's home on Sunday. when he
might have been with her, Barbara
Paige?

le was a conscienceless flirt?
Well, if he flattered himself that he
had been making a fool of her she
would convince him that it had
been only a flirtation on her part,
too!
She hated to have him suppose

that she was the kind of girl who
would allow a man to kiss her. to
hold her in hli arms-just for the
sake of flirting. But she would
rather have him think that-dis-
gusting an it was--than to believe
that he was hurting her, that she
had loved him when he had only
been amusing himself with her.
Ycs--Fhe would show him!
How? There was only one way

-and that was through John' Bran-
don.
Anyhow, even if Robert had loved

her, she would have had to dismiss
him from her life. She owed it to
those who had supported her and
cared 'for her all these years. Her
duty was plain in any case. She
would not put her hand to the plow
and look back.
Her aunt met her in the hall as

a he entered the house.
"Where have you been. Barbara?"

she inquired. "I did not know you
were going out?"

"I only meant to go a little way
-as far as the corner-but then
went on farther." the girl evaded.
She looked tired, and Cynthia for-

bore to question ber further. She
would not coerce her in insignini-
cant matter..
"A box came for you just now."

with a meaning smile. "I put it in
your room. I thought perhaps you
would rather open it up there. It
is from the nicest man you know."

A GIFT FROM BRAND)ON.
The box was on the table near

her window, and Barbara closed her
door before removing the string
and cover. It was from the fash-
ionable florist of Summerfield, and
contained a huge bunch of English
violets. The girl buried her- face
in their cool fragrance.

"Oh. how sweet th~ey are!" sh~e
whispered. "They actually kill the
scent of the honeysuckle as long
as I hold them very close like this
to my face."
Her own words brought a sud-

den inspiration to her.
If she thought only of Brandon,

and of hi. goodness'and kind sets.
dangerously sweet and distressing.
she might be able to banish the
mnemories cf Robert that rushed in
upon her consciousness so often.
Rhe would try. Oh,. yes, she

would! For John Brandon was so
good, and so safe a person. There
was no sign of firting or of change-
ableness in him.
Under the violets In the box was

a note:-
"Dear flab--Will you go for a

drive at 4 o'clock this afternoon? T
know a beautiful road on which I
would like to take you -with your
consent.
"But-I mean this--if'you would

rather not go. say so. Or if you
would rather have a drive this
evening-by moonlight-T will come
then. s~end me a line by bJe mes-
senger who will call at noopi.

"Yours, JOHN BRANDON."
When- the messenger came. Bar-

hara handed him a note. It was
short:
"Dear Mr. Brandon-T will be

ready at 4 o'clock. I am tired of
moonlight. Yours. BABB."

"I am going driving with Mr.
Brandon and 4 o'clock." she told her
aunt and uncle at luancheon. "He
sent m. some violets. They are
very pretli ."
"How nliee." MtIse (ynthia cx-

claimed. "Youq munst wear them "

Flut Barbara had already Iapsed
Into silene.
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BOOKS
THE PEACE CONFrmnsNcE DAY BY
DA Y. By Charles T. Thompson. New
York: Brentano's.
One of the most important books

pdblished on the Peace Conference
In this day by day account of the
proceedings, written by Charles
T. Thompson, superintendent of the
Associated Press foreign service.
Mr. Thompson evidently had ac-
ceus to much that went on
behind closed 'doors, so that
there In opportunity to weigh the
measure of the President's achieve-
ments by what he sought to do,
and with a just estimate of the
difficulties he encountered.
Almost from the moment of his

landing In France, the idealism of
the President clashed with the
cynical views of European diplo-
Macy. In his speech of welcome, M.
P1oincare, President of France,
closed with these isignificiant words:

"Whatever precautions we may
take, nobody, alas, can assert that
we shall save humanity forever
from further wars."
But the President had already as-

serted it, and made use of the same
idea in responding to M. Poincare's
welcome. And just a little later
occurs this, Indicative of the atti-
tude of Clemenceau, the French pre-
mnier: "Clemenceau's sharp tongue
has been wagging quite freely
about Wilson's idealism, and the
President Is aware of it. It was
Clemenceau who said of the Presi-
dent's fourteen points, "Even the

BonDieu got along with Ten Com-
mandments.' "
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an Innocuous declaration of equali-
ty. Hughes is Irreconcilable."
Here Is the author's comment on

the seating of the Japanese delega-
tion: "It was conceded on all hands
that -Japan had long occupied the
plage of a great power, both politi-
cally and in a mxilitary sense, but
Japan had never before entered the
council of the aost powers an mez
of equality fdr the considefttion
of Europe's Internal questions and
possibly. later on, with a voice as
to America."
And there )s much food for

thought in this paragraph, rela-
tive to the Initial participation of
another country in the tangled a(-
fair@ of Europe:

"This Is the first time that Amer-
Ica had taken the direction in
council# of European powers on

affairs of a distinctly European
character. * * * This in distinct-
ly flatterMng to the personal pres-
tige of the President, but back of
the personal element- in tike stern
prospect t-hat the United States has
now definitely embarked in the di-
rection and leadership of European
internal question*." Ho'w Europe
felt about us, in made clear in an
incident which took place before
the arrival in Europe of the Presi-
dent. At a conference between
Lloyd George, Clemenceau and Col-
onel House, the European states-
men made it very plain that, the
war having been won, the time hod
come for Europe to regulate its own
affairs. They were willing to con-
cede we had been of as&istance in
winning the war, 2out thought it
might be well If the United States
return to her traditional pollicy of
detachment from the Internal af-
fairs of Europe. Despite such com-

plications as were due to the in-
trnal diandrsa of Russia, the Ad-
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Little TH*ks
in HoyseA

UJ T seOther, teh oftof at-
Ing recipes for Times readoer.
all of which have been tried

and fea44 0et1stimg.
uBB1NMALAD.

Mix two upss bet; IdICed; es

cup potatoes. o0-half cup slised
celery apd ope Vm0l enien. finely
cut. eason with salt sad leppor
and molsten with mayennalsa
dressing. Arrange on rowo. of' lot-
tuce leaves and geraish with
sliced hard-boiled eggs.

CREAMED SALMON.
Put contente of a can of salmon

into chopping bowl, add onion and
c69p all together. Make a cream
white sauce. add salmon to. this.
Put in dish. add pepper %and salt
and sprinkle bread crumbs over

top. Place "in oven until browa
and serve.

A GOOD SUMMER DISH.
Soak small new potatoes (white).

using about six for each portion.
Scour them with your "magic mit-
ten" (the cotton and wire woven

kind). This will remove the skin
without waste. Roll them in salt
water. drain off and let steam off.
Arrange on warm platters and
pour heated cream, about one-half
pint for five servings. over the po-
tatoes. On the edge of the platter
arrange grated potcheese. If the
cheese is not firm enough to be
grated, form Into small balls, salt
slightly and decorate with tiny
sprigs of green parsley. Sprinkle
finely minced parsley over the po--
tatoes and serve. Bread and but-
ter. tea and home-made cookies
complete the meal.

NUT GUMBLES.
Two cups flour, one cup sugar,

two eggs, one-half cup butter, one

cup English walnuts. one cup
raisins, one teaspoon baking soda.
Dissolve soda by adding one tea-
spoon water. Mix ingredients to-
gether. Break off small pieces of
the dough and pat to one-quarter
inch in thickness. Place on a but-
tered pan and bake about ten min-
utes in a hot oven.
THIS L TTR WINS
TODAY'S ECONORT PRIZE.
DEAR ELIZABETH LATTIMER:

I 0aw a very pretty bathing suit
in a shop window the other day,
and so went in end priced it. Tt
was $15 and quite a little more
than I could aff.ord to pay. But I

looked it over and I immediately
conceived an idea of how I could
have one nearly like it for com-
paratively nothing.

I had at home an old navy blue
taffeta dress. It was made on
straight simple lines, and so could
be used without any material
change. The sleeves were worn and
also the bottom of the hem. Prac-
tically it was of no value as a
dress, but by cutting off the skirt
and taking the sleeves out it made
a fine bathing suit.

I cut the bottom in points and
crocheted around the edge of them
in red. also around the neck and
armholes. It being loose fitting.
I crocheted a little red cord for
around the waist. The next time
I was downtown I bought a pair
of black sateen bloomers for a dol-
lar, to go with the suit, and it was
complete. To my opinion It was
just as pretty as the one in the
shop window, and I had saved just
$14. M. W. HALL.
Corner Sherrie p1 and Manning st.

Potomac Heights, D. C.

MONDAY'S PRIZE WAS
AWARDED TO THIS LETTER.
DEAR ELIZABETH LATTIMER:
My little boy, six years old, need-

ed a spring suit, and after looking
at suits in the stores. I found it
would be quite impossible to pay
the price they asked. So I hap-
pened to think of an old skirt I
had. I ripped it all apart, washed
with ivory soap, and when not
quite dry ironed it on the right
side, as I was going to make it up
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on the wrong side. It ws a very
good piece of dark blue French
serge. I ma4e a be-pl*Ked norfolk
suit Just the exact copy of one I
had ees is the stores. It looked so
good after I had it dome and well
pressed tbt I was so proud of It
and showed -it to- my friends. and
they would hardly believe I had
really ma4e It. I made a buster
brown collar out of a small piece of
cannon cloth I had. wh.ch set off
tho suit so much more. do I not
only saved $3. but many of them.

Mrs. D. J O'VONNELl,
109 H street northwest.

TVUS5DAYS PRISE WON
my THIS WRITER.
Dear Elizabeth Lattimer:

I will tell how I made a satia
skirt from the lining of a man's
long overcoat. After ripping it out,
I cleaned and pressed it. cut off the
lower edge as it looked worn. I
used the two front pieces for the
side gores. placing the places that
were worn from rubbing of pockets
next to front seams. One piece. of
back lining I used for-front. the
other for back. I cut fancy pockets
from the tops of front lining having
the arm hole for opening of pockets
and this opening I finisheSt with
tops of lining from back. I then
placed the pockets over the worn.
looking places, finished at waist
line with casing for three rows of
Plastic, to be worn with or without
belt. It looked so well that friends
in D. C. thnught I had bought it
ready made, the satin is of a better
quality than my daughter bought
for $2 a yard.

I made a white cashmere dress
for my six-year-old girl from a
baby coat by cutting a round yoke
from the circular cape. I turned
the skirt part around using the
front pieces in the back, so the
seam would be down the back, join-
ed to yoke in box plaits, recut sleeve
and put cuffs on made from yoke
pieces of coat. Trimmed in light
blue feather stitching and French
knot, it makes a nice dress for
cool days. She is very proud of it
and several persons have asked her
where she got her pretty dregs. The
two garments were made entirely
from discarded material, but saved
me several dollars.

MRS. JOHN DEWEY,
Purcellville, Va.

Box 134.

WEDNESDAY'S PRIZE OF LAST
WEEK GOES TO THES LETTER.
DEAR ELIZABETH LATTIMER:
When recovering from a severe

HIrm f m- strang'e part Ofr tbe
city 'and desiring to have a little
serge dress cleaned and pressed and
too weak to hunt a cleaning estab-
lishment, I remarked to a friend
that if j was stron enough I'd
"tub it." She saidI'How would
you do it?" I told her I would
first brush it well, especially in the
plaits, then rip off the little satin
collar and cuffs and hang it in the
air while I washed and pressed
them. then I would take some

naphtha suds and clean the worst
spots, then make a suds of Lux,
only as hot as I could comfortably
bear my hand in. to wash it. Hay-
ing the plaits basted in, I would
wash it like any other dress and
press it with a da.np cloth. She
said if I would let her she would
like to try it, which ehe did suc-
cessfully, only charging me 50
cents. I told her I felt I owed her
more than that. She said: "No;
you have already paid me in giv-
ing me the ideas, for I washed a
white woolen coat suit and saved
me the price ($5) of having it
cleaned and pressed, and I wouldn't
have dared try it if I hadn't found
how easy it was to do yours."
Having a pair of high-heeled pat-

ent leather Oxfords and needing a

pair of walking shoes, I took my
patent leather sUppers to the shoe-
maker's and had the wooden 13eels
removed and leather Cuban eels
put on for $1.25. Now I have a
comfortable pair of nice-looking.
every-day shoes instead of a pair
that were not nice enough for dress
and made me too tired to walk in
the.n, and I saved more than a dol-
lar. because otherwise they would
have been discarded and I'd spenlt
more money for a new pair.

MRS. P. B. WI;BSTER.
230 First street southeast
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